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Summary: The Hetalia Characters (aged down a little) are going to 
Hogwarts for their first year! What challenges will arise, what 
adventures, (in the rules or out) will occur? . . . ."W-wizard 

school?" England spluttered in shock, almost dropping the letter. It 
was too much to take in ... A whole platter of hinted ships- 
(-Enjoy :) 


1. Chapter 1: The Que for sorting 

* *Disclaimer : I do not own Hetalia, Harry potter or any of their 
characters . * * 

~k ~k ~k 


><p>A booming voice awakened the halls of Hogwarts, <p> 

A new year had begun. 

England stumbled nervously into a hall full of curious eyes. Sitting 
at four long dark dining tables, were rows of students sitting on 
dark wooden chairs with long, grey tinged cloaks on. In front of the 
students, were shining goblets, gleaming saucers and plates. Above 
them were Enchanting and glowing candles that were floating. They 
bobbled or dotted around slowly over their heads. 

Following closely, yet behind two people from the only person he 
knew, 

America . 

"Q _ Quit w-walking so sl-slow" England (Arthur) spoke in a stuttered 
hiss aimed at America (Alfred) 


His bright green eyes were glancing over the dark aligned tables from 
under his blond fringe, then to the hundreds of students looking at 
him, finally resting on the old, 'frail' looking wizard at the front. 



The aged wizard looked as if he could just simply be blow away in the 
wind . 

As Arthur thought this, Alfred accidentally bumped into a short-ish 
girl in front of him with thick, long light brown hair. She turned 
around and attempted a glare, but was too nervous to make anything of 
it . 

She turned back around. 

Alfred shrugged, and kept walking, his blonde cow-lick in the middle 
of his forehead was bobbing high in the air, standing out unusually 
in an anti-gravity like way, amidst the dark dull grey of his robes 
resting on his shoulders. 

Arthur sighed- _This will be a verya€ | fascinating year_, He thought 
as he caught a glimpse of a twinkle in the man-at-the-f ront ' s 
eye . 

He twitched and nervously clasped a small tea-cup shard in his robe's 
pocket. The shard was the one thing from home that he could take 
around without anyone seeing. It was a treasured possession. 

Further back in the line: 

Romano (Lovino) was grumbling about being dragged here by Spain 
(Antonio) , and then to make matters worse, he was put right next to 
his brother. 

Italy (Feliciano) . 

"I sure hope this place serves pasta! ~Vee ! " 

"Shut Up Feliciano!" Romano hissed. 

Italy gave him a crestfallen look, then quickly got distracted again 
as he turned and started waving to all of the older students sitting 
and watching attentively around them. 

"That only lasted about two seconds." Romano thought gravely 
"Ciao! Ciao ciao! Ciao-o- ! - ! " 

Romano had been so quick to clasp his hand on Italy's mouth that he 
had fainted of shock. Italy lay limp in Romano's arms. 

"Great. Germany is going to kill me, and now I have to drag him the 
rest of the way." Romano sighed. It had been a really long day, with 
the train-ride and everything. He grudgingly lifted up an "Italy" 
onto his back. "You Idiot. Idiot. Idiot. Idiot. Idiot." Romano 
muttered, as he walked slowly on, annoyed. 

The Old Wizard began to speak again and the entire hall fell into an 
immediate hush following it. 

"Welcome, again!" The 'frail' wizard began smoothly, in such a volume 
that surprised all of the first years immensely. 

"To another year at Hogwarts!" 



The words echoed off the walls for a bit, before an Ill-attempted 
applause rang around the room. Everyone was tired and hungry. The Old 
wizard must have noticed this, as he added: 

"And now, hold your stomachs a little longer, for now the sorting 
must begin." 

But those words did have an impact, as the attention of the restless 
students sharpened and focused on the first years, a strange crooked 
wizard's hat was being carried across the hall by another old-ish 
looking woman, although her voice sounded stern, sharp and 
professional . 

"First years, come up when I call your name." The Old-ish woman 
indicated to a small stool beside her, with another, surprising 
amount of energy. She gently drew out a scroll from her emerald-green 
robes, and unrolled it a little to reveal the first name. 

The first person to be called out was "Aarossn, Kylie". 

Arthur watched eagerly as the aged woman placed the overly large 
brown, worn, pointed hat on the young girl's head. 

Silence followed. 

"GRIFFENDOR ! " the hat bellowed, making Kylie, and all of the other 
first years jump. 

"It can TALK?" Alfred exclaimed, puzzled and muffled by a sudden 
applause . 

Bursting applause and clapping exploded from a single table, they 
were all grinning and cheering merrily. 

Italy woke/came back. Startled. 

"Thank goodness" Romano huffed tiredly. 

England shook his head, regaining focus, America was left in a 
daze . 

The Old witch then shooed the startled girl off the step, and called 
yet another name. The girl stumbled over to the "Gryffindor" table 
and sat down. She beamed clumsily at everyone. 

"Hey, Iggy ! IGGY ! " 

England blinked and spun in a circle to see who was calling him; with 
his robes rustling around him. His Bright green eyes found America 
again . 

"What is it?" England spoke in a hissed whisper, as the hall had 
become silent again. 

"What's 'her' Name?" America asked quietly yet curiously back, while 
pointing a pale finger at the old lady at the front. 

"Didn't you hear her, in the room before this?" England teased, his 
many eyebrow's raised. 



"No, but I'm not deaf! 


England 'Tsk-ed' softly, but loud enough for America to 
hear . 

"Professor McGonagall, idiot." 

"Oh," 

Their conversation had to end abruptly, as Professor McGonagall had 
suddenly called out a familiar name. 

"Hey!" America exclaimed out-loud. 

"How come -! -!" Today was obviously not the day for finishing 
sentences. The words echoed across the hall before Arthur had shushed 
him. 

"Brainless git." He mumbled to himself. 

The Name that Professor McGonagall had called out then was "Adran, 
Sadik" 

Arthur knew, and more obviously America too. 

That they were not the only countries there. 

"Turkeya€| is here..?" Alfred mouthed to Arthur, moments 
later . 

England gave a Swift, knowing nod. 

~k ~k ~k 


><p><strong>A . N : <strong> 

**Hey guys, I hope that you enjoyed reading the first chapter, (if 
not , sorry ...)** 

**Also, Please review, if you do, judge it lightly yet honestly 
(please?) as I would like to get better at this! ** 

**Thanks! :D** 

2. Chapter 2: I'm a WHAT? 

* *Chapter 2, "I'm a WHAT?"** 

It had been only 3 months ago when Arthur had first received his 
Hogwarts letter. 

It came exactly 10 minutes after his third world meeting. 

They were all a bit young (9-10 years of age), and new to the idea of 
meeting together, it was actually quite nerve-racking as Russia (Ivan) 
decided to try and lead the first one. 

A year and a half had passed. 



England sighed at the thought of it, as he checked his watch 
pointedly beside a tall metal "N «N, -N »B ,D 3 Bkf) °B»" sign while he 
waited for "something" -_Hopefully a bus,-_ England thought, to come. 
He did not have the slightest idea what came In Russia. 

Yes, the meetings, (_"For some reasona€ .." Alfred had always 
sniggered, )_ are still held in Russia. 

It was annoying flying all the way over too, England disliked having 
an "escort" 'travel' with him everywhere-,," You ' re still too young. 
Master Kirkland. The escort would always kindly remind Arthur, at 
every sigh or grumble that would escape his mouth. 

Nevertheless, it had started to rain, and the gutters were soon 
trickling noisily with soothing patters. Arthur permitted his head to 
get somewhat wet, before opening out an umbrella. He had always 
carried one with him, England or not, a gentleman had to be prepared, 
or so he had read. 

Arthur blew shortly and violently upwards to move his damp blonde 
fringe out of his eyes. A bit of the stress that kept threating to 
build was released in a swift, satisfying second. 

Through the hazy rain, he spotted a pure white blur, "_No, it must be 
some-kind of bird." _Arthur corrected himself. 

As it flew closer, Arthur squinted to make out an owl. 

It was flying towards him at a swift pace, and finally hovered down 
and rested on the ground in front of him. It had a large and browned 
letter in its mouth with a red wax seal on it. 

"_What on eartha€|?" _England pondered. The owl blinked at him 
expectantly as it, and the letter, were getting wet. 

England slowly moved the umbrella over the bird, but still allowing 
himself some coverage too. With this, he bent down and sort of just 
gazed at the bird. Something was different about it, new and 
exciting, which caused him to un-expectant ly ask a very peculiar 
question . 

"Is this for me?" 

A quiet mumble escaped Arthur's mouth, before he could pull it back 
in . 

He wondered if the bird might respond. 

Or give him the letter. 

Or even do ANYTHING. 

It didn't. 

" Blink. Blink." _ 

The bird gazed impatiently right back at small British boy, who found 
a soft pain threating to become worse in his 
heels . 



_"_Uma€ | . 

" Plop Plop Plop PLOP . 

The raindrops pattering on Arthur's umbrella were getting heavier and 
heavier . 

England tried to do something else, as the owl still stood there, 
with no current obvious intention to leave. Its big black eyes were 
shining blankly. 

He extended and lowered a hand under the letter, almost completely 
under it. The owl dropped it into his hand with a soft hoot, and 
opened its wings to fly back to whatever-strange-place it had come 
from . 

Arthur clasped the letter in one small-hand, while the other was busy 
holding the umbrella. 

The owl had begun to fly away, and a couple seconds later, it was 
just a tiny speck of white amidst the hazy grey rain-clouds. 

Arthur stood up, reliving the building pain in his feet and 
heels . 

He turned the letter over in his hand. In black-inked-handwrit ing 
were the words : 

_ " Mr . Kirkland, _ 

_Bolshaya Lubyanka Street, _ 

_Bryusov lane,_ 

_Russia . 

Fascinated and puzzled, Arthur decided to council his one. Loyal and 
comforting friend. 

Mint Bunny. 

"What do you think?" England asked softly. 

A small light pale green bunny, with little white wings (about the 
size of a pigeons,) materialized in mid-air, fluttering softly. 

The funny thing is (well, only to England) is that he is the only one 
'capable' of seeing this creature. 

Arthur would occasionally get bothered or bullied by Russia, America 
or France (Francis) , and when he is, he would normally run away or 
'disappear' to a safe hiding place. (A spare room or even a 
wardrobe.) There, he would have positive conversations with his 
'imaginary', ( "_Hey ! "-England) _fluffy. Friend. 

Mint bunny answered in a soft voice, "N-no-sure, It strange." 

It Flew down to the England's hand and gently tugged at the letter 
with its tiny, fluffy, green paws. 



"0 . . p . . e . . n ! " it quietly said. 

Arthur smiled nervously at his old friend, then opened the letter's 
flap gently to reveal a thick, folded piece of parchment. 

His gut did a soma-salt. 

Warmth poured from the envelope and into his fingertips, enlightening 
him and giving England a sense of anticipation, even in this 
weather . 

Something magical is about to begin. 

England excitedly read out the letter's contents: 

HOGWARTS SCHOOL _ 

of WITCHCRAFT and WI ZARDRY_ 

_Headmaster: Albus Dumbledore _ 

_(0rder of Merlin, First Class, Grand Sore., Chf. Warlock, 


_Supreme Mugwump, International Confed. of Wizards) _ 

_Dear Mr. Kirkland, _ 

_We are pleased to inform you that you have been accepted at Hogwarts 
School of Witchcraft and Wizardry. Please find enclosed a list of all 
necessary books and equipment. _ 

_Term begins on September 1 . We await your owl by no later than July 
31 . 

_Yours sincerely, _ 

_Minerva McGonagall _ 

_Deputy Headmistress'^ 

"W-wizard school!?" Arthur spluttered in shock, almost dropping the 
letter . 

Putting two and two together Arthur added: 

"I'm a WHAT?" 

It was too much to take in. 

Only a night ago, had Alfred called, speaking about "some strange 
letter" he had gotten, and it told him that he was a wizard. Of 
course, England only just laughed and then forgotten about it, but 
for himself to have received the letter, well, let's just say that it 
holds a lot more reliability. 

The rain let off a little bit. 

It's probably just some joke of his."_ 



If 


Yeah . 


_That ' s right . _ 

_Wait 

_Hang on,_ 

_What ?_ 

_Letter by owl? What? How?"_ 

A Bazillion questions flowed in and out of poor Arthur, making him 
terribly confused. 

_"_Bloody hell . 

Even After all of that, Arthur still carried out 'suspiciously' the 
letters instructions. After all of that. He ended up at the train 
station, on the first day of a sunny September. 


3. Chapter 3: The Sorting Commences! 

"Adran, Sadik!" Professor McGonagall spoke sharply, in a clear 
voice . 

A boy with short-brown hair, clutching a small-white-mask strode up 
confidently to the step, sat down, and then awaited the hat with a 
smirk flashing in the other first-years direction. 

The hat, was again laid swiftly down on Turkey's head, and only had 
second passed until it blurted out: 

SLYTHERIN!" _ 

Adran, unlike Kylie, had made a bee-line for a different table, one 
with many jeering/applauding students to the far left. 

He sat down with the same smirk that he wore when walking up to the 
stool . 

America twitched suddenly with annoyance. 

Next to be called out was: 

Arlovskaya, Natalia ! 

_ " SLYTHERIN !"_ 

" Beilschmidt, Gilbert !"_ 

To this, the hat when worn by Prussia screamed out 
again : 

SLYTHERIN! 

Bock, Edward! 

HUFFLEPUFF 



" Bondevile, Lukas . 

_"a€|" The hat paused for 2 seconds, leaving poor Norway to shiver 

nervously 

RAVENCLAW ! 

Norway slowly walked over to the 'Ravenclaw' table, and sat down next 
to Estonia (Edward) with a half-bored-half-frightened 
expression . 

" Bonnefov, Francis ! 

There was another short pause, before the hat called out: 

_"SLYTHERIN ! 

Branginsky, Ivan ! 

SLYTHERIN! 

Carriedo, Antonio ! 

_" HUFFLEPUFF ! 

Spain clumsily grinned and wandered over to the Hufflepuff 
table . 

" Chernenko, Irina !"_ 

HUFFLEPUFF ! 

" Densen, Simon !"_ 

" GRIFFENDOOR! 

" Edelstein, Roderich!"_ 

RAVENCLAWW ! the hat bellowed. 

A few more names were called out, until it America's turn to come 
up : 

Jones, Alfred! 

America looked positively nervous, he stepped up and sat on the stool 
awkwardly . 

" GRIFFENDOOR! 

An look of relief flashed through his face, as the nervous one that 
he had worn earlier immediately broke off. 

Next it was Japan, which was sorted into Ravenclaw, and then it 
was : 


Kirkland, Arthur!" _ 

"_a€" me," Arthur thought. 



He swiftly walked up to the stool, as many others before him had 
then sat down. 


Arthur was determined to not show any emotion what-so-ever . His face 
remained solid even through his legs, hidden by his cloak, were 
trembling with nervousness. 

A soft weigh was felt on his head. 

Seconds were going by extremely slow, until England felt as if time 
had stopped. 

The hat spoke hoarsely, although it was only audible to Arthur: 

"Now now, lets seea€ hmmmm." 

" You would do well in Gryf f indora€ i I see Daring, yes, 
yes ! 

" Alfred is therea€ | Arthur grimaced in his head. 

"hmma€ | Hufflepuff wouldn't suit- but Ravenclaw?" 

Interesting! RavenclawaC | .? Yes There is a thirst for knowledge 

herea€ | 

" Or in Slytherin, perhaps, I sense cunning, resourcefulness, 
oh !_ 

-a€ | Dif f iculta€ | very difficult indeed. The hat kept waffling 

on, as if there was no time in the world. 

" Lad . " The hat said loudly, breaking it's unsoundly 
waffle . 

" Why don't you choose? 

Wh-what!?"_ England thought, surprised. 

He glanced at the Slytherin table and took in the atmosphere. 

"_The people sorted into Slytherin don't seem too bada€ | 

Arthur paused, and quickly ran through all the options in his 
head . 

" Ahhhh well. It won't hurta€ | " _He sighed softly, deciding not to 
overthink it . 

" Urn. SlytherinaC | 

" Alright, best you don't regret it through." _The hat answered 
thoughtfully . 

_Arthur ' s stomach tightened. _ 

SLYTHERIN!" _It finally bellowed. 

England, taking of the hat and keeping a mask of solid expression on, 
walked carefully over to the far left table and sat down. 



When he looked around at the members of the table, England saw 
France, chatting quietly away with Prussia excitedly. 

" DAMMIT ! " He thought viciously. England completely forgot. _"That 

**frog** is here!" 

>-<em> 

Lots of more people were called out. 

Romano was grumpily sorted into Hufflepuff, with Italy bouncing 
joyfully yet inattentively behind him. 

Romano sat down scowling. He was sorted into Hufflepuff by a 
mistake . 

It was all a mistake. 

He couldn't possibly be a wizard. 

It was just Spain being a jerk. 

Yeah . 

That ' s right . 

The Hat stupidly sorted him into Hufflepuff, He wasn't even a 
wizard . 

Oh yeah, that hat told him that he was one of them, that he belonged, 
and even for a split second he believed it. 

Reality slapped him hard_. "I-I will never be good enough. 

The thoughts swelled up like a wave of sorrow and pain, alone and 
singled out amidst the many joyful exclamations flittering around the 
hall. 

Romano glanced at Spain, joyfully beaming at him. 

He looked down in anguish. 

Tears threatened to well up, but Romano fiercely choked them back 
down . 

Beside him, sat down a cheerful 'Italy'. 

Lovino pulled together a thin rope together of his last remaining 
strength . 

Putting on a similar mask of blankness as England, 

Romano awaited for the sorting to finish up and an excuse to go to 
bed . 

The food soon appeared and echoes of clinking cutlery soon began in a 
soft rattle. 

I'm not hungry." _ 



Lovino slid his plate forward, dismissing the confused looks of 
concern from Italy and Spain, and left. 

He already had an idea of where to go and what to do, from a 
conversation with a Hufflepuff prefect he had moments ago. 

"Alright, so you go down the hall-" 

_" I know." _Romano interrupted, _ "Just tell me wherea€ | .and what I 

do." _he puffed sadly. 

_" None of it will matter in the morning anyways, they will realize 

that I am different soon enougha€ | " _He thought, still plastering a 
fake smile on his face. 

Lovino disappeared past the doors of the great hall. 

~k ~k ~k 


><p><strong>A . N<strong> 

**Hey Guys, ** 

**What do you think? -I am sorry If you dislike some of the outcomes, 
I tried my hardest to sort them all correctly. (N****evertheless****, 
nobody is perfect...)** 

**I am toying with emotions at the moment-o (its quite fun) But I 
will start the plot hopefully asap.** 

**~Also, If you have any Ideas for a evil guy/s, I will take them 
gratefully. (:** 

**Review Replies:** 

Snowy-Maplette : Thank-you! I do appreciate your 
help ! 

Fanf ict ioninspired : Thank-you too! I will do my best! 

( : 


* * A j A - PLEEEEA s E REVIEW! : 3** 


End 
f ile . 



